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SERMON. 


And  thou  destroyest  the  hope  of  Man.    Job  xiv.  14. 

When  I  heard  the  melancholy  tidings  which  have  convened  us 
to-day,  my  thoughts  turned  directly  to  the  passage  I  have  named. 
'  Thou  destroyest  the  hope  of  man.'  In  application  to  this  occasion, 
these  words  may  serve  a  useful  purpose.  They  point  us  to  what  is 
frail  and  uncertain  about  man,  and  the  world  ;  they  direct  us  to  God 
as  concerned  immediately  in  the  desolating  changes  of  time,  and  should 
lead  us  wisely  to  regard  the  operations  of  his  hand. 

I  shall  take  occasion,  from  this  text,  briefly  to  notice  the  destruction 
that  often  occurs  to  the  hopes  of  men ;  the  providence  of  God  in  it ; 
and  the  practical  ends  he  would  accomplish  by  it. 

I.     The  Destruction  of  Human  Hopes. 

Man  is  the  creature  of  hope.  It  springs  up  early  in  his  breast,  and 
is  cherished  strongly.  Unsatisfied  with  the  present,  his  mind  pants  for 
a  coming  good.  He  starts  life  by  framing  expectations,  and  by  building 
plans  that  promise  rich  harvests  of  delight.  Indeed,  by  such  antici- 
pations, man  draws  largely  on  the  future  for  his  happiness.  Various 
things  are  presented  to  awaken  and  concentrate  human  hopes.  There 
are  domestic  connections,  social  satisfactions,  worldly  possessions, 
earthly  distinctions ;  on  these  man's  affections  fix  with  interest,  and 
from  them  good  is  expected.  And  it  is  among  these  subjects  of  desire 
and  expectation,  these  objects  of  anticipated  good,  that  destruction 
occurs.  This  whole  field  of  earthly  hopes,  is  traversed  by  a  destroying 
agency.  No  foundation  of  earth  is  strong  enough  for  us  to  build  on 
and  stand.  There  is  no  chosen  object  of  love  which  can  abide  ;  no 
connection  we  can  form  which  may  not  be  suddenly  broken  up ;  no 
possessions  that  may  not  depart  as  in  a  moment ;  no  prospect  so  bright 


and  promising  but  darkness  may  come  all  over  it.  We  have  seen  the 
truth  of  this,  and  some  of  us  have  felt  it.  The  experience  of  this  life 
is  full  of  what  disappoints  and  saddens.  The  scene  through  which  we 
are  passing,  is  chequered  and  darkened  by  events  that  blast  the  hopes, 
and  lay  waste  the  joys  of  man.  'The  dreamings  of  early  life;'  the 
light-founded  schemes  of  youth,  are  oft  seen  to  fade  away.  The  firmer 
plans,  and  stronger-built  expectations  of  manhood,  are  also  desolated. 
Nor  is  this  confined  to  any  section  of  the  world,  nor  to  any  selection 
of  its  people.  These  desolating  events  are  common.  The  face  of 
sorrow,  and  the  '  weeds  of  mourning,'  are  with  every  class.  The 
signals  of  blighted  hope  are  spread  all  over  society. 

The  destroying  stroke  too  often  comes  when  and  where  least  antici- 
pated. The  strongest  foundations  may  be  the  earliest  removed.  The 
fairest  in  promise,  may  be  the  soonest  visited  and  wasted.  Expectations 
nurtured  as  most  dear,  are  many  times  the  first  blasted.  Yes,  the  most 
loved,  the  most  needed,  the  most  useful,  may  be  the  first  called.  One  is 
in  youth,  of  buoyant  and  joyful  spirit,  the  pride  and  glory  of  parental 
hearts  ;  and  while  the  hopes  of  friends  and  society  in  him  are  strength- 
ening fast ;  lo  !  he  falls,  and  is  seen  no  more.  Another  is  a  parent ;  a 
mother,  with  a  rising  offspring  about  her.  None  can  care  for,  and  train 
her  children  as  can  she.  But  while  we  are  looking  at  her,  and  saying 
she  is  needed  in  her  house,  behold !  she  passes  away.  Another  is  in 
some  post  of  useful  action,  qualified  well,  and  promising  much.  But  just 
when  the  firmest  expectation  is  centered  in  him,  he  too  is  selected  the 
destroyer's  victim.     Thus  are  human  hopes  destroyed.     Let  us  notice  : 

II.     The  Providence  of  God,  in  this  Work  of  Destruction. 

1  Thou  destroyest  the  hope  of  man.'  God's  agency  is  to  be  regarded 
in  all  the  affairs  of  our  life.  It  is  true  that  second  causes  have  their 
place  in  the  various  events  that  enter  into  human  experience.  But 
none  of  these  causes  operate  independently  of  the  First  Cause.  God 
has  not  made  a  world,  and  forsaken  it.  He  has  not  left  His  creatures 
to  live  and  move  without  Himself.  He  is  not  removed  to  a  distance, 
an  indifferent  spectator  of  us.  He  is  a  present  God,  the  presiding 
God  of  the  whole  earth.  '  The  Lord  hath  prepared  his  throne  in  the 
Heavens,  and  His  kingdom  ruleth  over  all.'  His  providence  is  great 
as  the  world,  and  minute  as  each  individual  person  and  thing.  The 
angel  that  flies  out  of  heaven,  He  directs  in  his  course.  So  the  spar- 
row that  falls  to  the  ground,  He  directs  in  its  fall.  We  are  surrounded 
by  a  superintending  hand.  We  have  our  portion  here,  and  reach  our 
destiny  hereafter,  under  a  Providence  always  present  and  acting.  If 
the  sun  of  prosperity  shines  upon  us,  it  is  God  who  makes   it  so.     If 


5 

the  vale  of  adversity  becomes  our  home,  it  is  God  who  takes  us  there. 
When  the  waves  of  affliction  rise  and  beat  upon  us,  it  is  God  who  bids 
those  waves  to  rise.  Whatever  events  come  to  blight  our  hopes,  and 
lacerate  our  spirits,  it  is  God  who  sends  those  events. 

And  is  it  not  a  precious,  consoling  reflection,  that  God  is  thus  over 
all ;  that  he  never  leaves  his  throne ;  that  nothing  can  occur  without 
him.  No  change  can  arise;  no  death  take  place  ;  no  hope  be  dashed  ; 
no  hair  of  your  head  be  touched,  without  your  Heavenly  Father.  Oh  ! 
what  a  consolation  this ;  that  such  an  one  as  our  God  does  reign  ;  a 
God,  not  of  tyrannic  power  ;  not  of  blind  relentless  authority;  not  of 
unreasonable  dominion  ;  but  one  whose  character  is  all-perfect,  and 
whose  throne  is  established  in  righteousuess.  Here  is,  indeed,  the 
good  man's  refuge.  With  his  arm  on  the  throne  of  God,  he  can,  and 
may,  well  rest,  amid  the  storms  that  agitate  the  world ;  rest  he  may, 
'mid  all  the  changes  that  dash  human  hopes  to  the  ground.  The 
storm  may  be  heavy,  the  waves  may  run  high,  but  he  may  not  be  moved, 
for  his  rock  is  everlasting.  Certain  it  is,  the  Christian  loves  to  own 
God,  and  can  be  consoled*in  God,  even  when  his  heart  is  stricken,  and 
his  earthly  hope  is  destroyed.  Said  one  pious  man  :  '  Let  me  but  see  the 
hand  of  God,  and  no  event  shall  be  unwelcome.'  So  others  of  like 
spirit  have  said.  The  providence  experienced  may  be  greatly  myste- 
rious, may  be  all  contrary  to  human  wisdom.  But  the  man  of  piety 
knows  enough  of  God,  to  be  sure  he  cannot  err,  and  therefore  he  can 
trust  him  in  the  darkest  hour.  With  the  eye  of  faith,  he  is  able  to 
look  above  the  intervening  cloud,  and  see  a  throne  of  light,  a  God  of 
light,  who  never  mistakes  ;  and  with  submitting  heart  he  says;  'It  is 
well,  for  God  hath  done  it.'     Let  us  consider  : 

III.  The  Intentions  of  God,  in  such  Providences  as  destroy 
the  Hopes  of    Man. 

~\\  e  have  no  reason  to  doubt  that  the  arrangement  which  God  has 
adopted  for  this  world,  is  wise  and  benevolent,  although  we  cannot 
understand  all  its  parts.  And  I  have  no  disposition  to  lead  you  into 
any  but  practical  inquiries  concerning  the  system  God  has  appointed, 
and  concerning  the  designs  of  his  providential  doings.  There  is, 
confessedly,  much  that  is  mysterious  in  connection  with  God's  govern- 
ment, and  its  operations.  This  was  to  be  expected.  God  is  supremely 
exalted.  His  government  is  vast.  It  takes  in  uncounted  beings.  It 
embraces  a  field  wider  than  mortal  eye  can  traverse.  It  runs  over  the 
bounds  of  time,  and  ranges  through  all  the  ages  of  eternity. 

We  might  not,  then,  expect  to  comprehend  every  thing  in  respect 
to  such  a  God  and  his  doings.  With  reference  to-  the  exalted  and 
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unsearchable  character  of  God  and  his  government,  the  prophet  says : 
'As  the  heavens  are  higher  than  the  earth,  so  are  God's  thoughts  and 
ways  higher  than  our  thoughts  and  ways.' 

But,  as  I  have  before  intimated  in  respect  to  the  design  and  end  of 
God's  government,  his  perfect  character  is  a  pledge,  that  the  most 
benevolent  results  are  intended,  and  will  be  accomplished.  As  to  the 
reasons,  then,  for  divine  operations,  we  are  concerned  only  with  such 
as  are  revealed,  and  are  practical  in  their  relation  to  us. 

Now  it  is  clear,  from  the  Bible,  that  God  operates  in  a  way  to  draw 
the  attention  of  his  creatures  to  himself.  God  moves  before  the  world 
to  be  noticed.  He  works  to  be  seen.  He  speaks  to  be  heard.  We 
are  told  '  He  is  known  in  the  judgments  which  he  executeth.'  '  He 
doeth  it  that  men  might  fear  before  him.' 

Moreover,  in  considering  the  intent  of  providence,  Ave  should  remem- 
ber what  the  condition  of  the  world  is  ;  that  mankind  are  in  an  apos- 
tate state.  And  who  does  not  see  that  the  methods  of  divine  dealing 
are  adapted  to  recover  men  from  their  apostacy. 

The  disposition  of  our  natural  heart  is  to  forget  God,  and  expend 
our  affections  here.  And  as  matter  of  fact,  the  great  mass  of  minds 
are  absorbed  with  objects  that  exclude  God  from  the  soul.  We  look 
over  society,  and  the  world,  and  every  where  we  see  a  chaining  of  the 
mind  to  present  things,  a  building  of  hopes  on  an  earthly  basis.  Except 
where  the  grace  of  God  has  interposed,  there  is  found,  universally,  a 
living  for  time,  to  the  shutting  out  of  eternal  realities. 

Man's  wayward  heart  then,  needs  to  be  rectified ;  his  false  views  of 
life  to  be  corrected ;  and  his  mind  fixed  on  the  true  design  of  his 
existence.  To  accomplish  this  end,  is  plainly  the  intent  of  God's 
providential  arrangement.  He  is  pleased  so  to  order  events,  that  man's 
chosen  objects  of  love  and  trust,  shall  prove  to  himself  to  be  vanity. 
The  possessions  which  he  acquires,  see  how  mutable  they  are ;  some- 
times passing  suddenly  from  his  hands.  The  different  connections, 
which  he  forms,  how  liable  to  be  broken,  so  that  his  fondest  hopes  are 
often  wasted  at  a  stroke.  The  objects  to  which  he  had  given  his 
warmest  affections,  are  torn  away,  and  his  heart  sinks  in  desolation. 
Why  then  is  this?  Why  this  instability  of  man's  foundation?  Why 
this  uncertainty  of  human  calculations  ;  this  blasting  of  human  hopes. 
It  is  to  expose  the  weakness  and  folly  of  earthly  dependence;  to  make- 
men  feel  how  vain  is  earth ;  how  valueless  these  transitory  things  ;  how 
unwise  to  love,  and  hold  as  first,  and  best,  what  must  soon  pass  away. 
Converse  with  the  man  whose  ties  of  tender  affection  are  just  sundered, 
and  what  will  he  tell  you  about  connections,  and  joys,  that  centre  here. 
Go  into  that  house  of  mourning,   where  hope  and  life  in  a  beloved 


child,  have  just  expired,  and  what  will  those  heart-stricken  parents  say 
to  you.  Hear  them  (if  they  speak  at  all)  exclaiming,  what  an  uncer- 
tain scene  is  this  ;  how  fading  the  brightest  forms ;  how  delusive  the 
fairest  promises ;  how  unstable  our  most  cherished  objects  of  love ! 
So  it  is.  And  so  God  is  teaching  us  by  His  constant  Providence. 
Every  providential  blow,  that  takes  from  us  what  we  have  been 
strongly  loving,  is  intended  to  draw  our  affections  to  something  higher 
and  better.  Every  event  that  breaks  up  our  earthly  schemes,  and 
blights  our  worldly  prosperity,  is  meant  to  make  us  look  on  the  world 
as  a  '  broken  reed '  not  fit  to  lean  upon.  From  every  friend  that  dies, 
and  from  every  grave  we  look  into,  there  comes  a  voice  '  cease  ye 
from  man,  whose  breath  is  in  his  nostrils.'  In  every  disappointed 
hope  of  earth,  we  are  bid  to  seek  that  '  hope  which  entereth  into  that 
within  the  veil,'  which  unchanged  by  the  shock  of  death,  shall  end  in 
the  fruition  of  an  eternal  Heaven. 

The  Providence  which  has  brought  us  together,  is  a  very  affecting 
illustration  of  my  subject.  Seldom  are  we  called  to  witness  a  more 
signal  desolation  of  human  hopes,  than  is  witnessed  here.  Remem- 
bering what  was  about  one  year  ago,  when  the  bonds  of  a  most 
endearing  connection  were  formed  ;  what  bright  prospects  then  appear- 
ed, what  delightful  anticipations  were  then  and  since  indulged,  and 
seeing  what  is  to  day,  you  are  all  ready  to  say,  '  The  hope  of  man  is 
indeed  destroyed.' 

Few  are  the  events  in  a  single  community,  which  fall  with  a  heavier 
stroke,  than  the  one  before  us.  The  wide  connections  of  the  deceased  ; 
the  place  to  which  she  was  called  as  a  Pastor's  wife;  the  circumstance 
that  as  a  youthful  mother,  she  was  called  so  soon  to  leave  her  first-born 
child,  are  well  adapted  to  make  this  scene  deeply  solemn  and  impress- 
ive. The  voice  of  God  is  indeed  loudly  heard.  And  what  I  say 
should  go  to  echo,  and  prolong  that  voice,  instructingly  and  admonish- 
ingly  in  your  ears. 

Mrs.  Irene  M.  Tuck,  was  the  wife  of  Rev.  J.  W.  Tuck,  and 
daughter  of  Spencer  Moody,  Esq.  of  South  Hadley.  She  was  so  well 
known  to  those  whom  I  address,  that  to  speak  particularly  of  virtues 
and  excellencies,  for  which  she  was  characterized,  is  I  think  not 
needed. 

In  natural  character,  and  in  a  cultivated  mind,  there  was  much  that 
attached  her  to  her  numerous  friends.  But  it  was  Christian  character, 
that  gave  her  the  highest  excellence.  And  it  should  be  spoken  of 
with  devout  gratitude,  that  divine  grace  appeared  so  early  in  her  life, 
to  begin  its  work  in  her  soul.  It  is  eight  years  ago  this  month,  (when 
she  was  at  the  age  of  fifteen,)  that  she  publicly  professed  Christ  in  the 
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first  church  of  South  Hadley.  It  was  thought  however,  that  at  the 
age  of  nine  years,  she  became  the  subject  of  the  renewing  and  sancti- 
fying power  of  the  Spirit.  From  the  time  of  her  public  profession, 
there  was  a  decision  of  Christian  purpose,  and  a  singleness  of  Christian 
devotion,  which  afforded  pleasing  evidence  of  the  growing  influence  of 
grace.  From  writings  she  has  left,  she  appears  to  have  cultivated 
much  communion  with  her  heart,  and  to  have  aimed  at  high  Gospel 
attainments,  as  a  preparation  for  future  usefulness.  Often  in  her 
record,  does  she  express  earnest  desire  for  increased  holiness.  On 
leaving  home  at  the  time  of  her  marriage,  she  writes  :  '  May  I  go  to 
live  for  Christ,  and  to  exert  a  hallowed  influence.'  And  it  does  appear 
that  grace  prepared  her  for  her  new  responsibilities,  and  trials.  It 
was  grace,  that  fitted  her  so  well  to  discharge  the  duties  of  a  Pastor's 
wife ;  grace,,  enabled  her  to  meet  with  such  calmness,  and  resignation 
the  heavy  affliction  of  a  brother's  sudden  death ;  *  grace,  prepared  her 
to  contemplate  with  composure,  her  own  death,  and  confidingly  to 
throw  herself  on  the  arm  of  '  the  Beloved ; '  there  breathing  out  her 
mortal  life,  to  enter  on  eternal  life  with  her  Lord  and  Saviour. 

Thus  there  is  much  mercy,  in  this  signally  bereaving  stroke.  And 
may  I  not  ask  these  afflicted  friends,  to  own  and  praise  God's  merciful 
kindness.  I  know  this  event  falls  heavily  on  you.  It  goes  deeply  into 
the  heart  of  the  stricken  husband  of  the  deceased.  Such  a  blow  you 
was  not  expecting.  And  when  you  think  of  her,  in  whom  centered 
your  tenderest  interest ;  as  you  remember  what  she  was  to  you,  in  the 
months  past ;  as  you  have  looked  on  her  now  lifeless  form  ;  and  as 
you  have  fixed  your  eye  on  the  little  one  she  has  left,  that  shall  never 
know  its  mother's  voice,  you  may  perhaps  be  ready  to  sav,  '  why  is  it 
so.'  Why  might  she  not  have  lived  to  cheer  my  heart,  and  share  my 
toils  and  sorrows.  But  need  I  remind  you  my  brother,  how  God's 
hand  is  in  it,  and  His  mercy  too.  Mercy  there  was  in  fitting  her  you 
loved  to  be  what  she  was,  to  live  as  she  did,  and  die  as  she  did. 
And  intended  mercy  for  you  there  is  in  this  event.  Is  it  not  sent  to 
have  your  soul  enter  more  deeply  into  a  knowledge  of  God  and  His 
grace?  Is  it  not  to  fit  you  the  better  to  dispense  the  truth,  and  pub- 
lish mercy  ?  As  it  opens  the  fountain  of  grief,  it  is  to  teach  you  to 
feel  for  others  in  a  like  state.  As  it  takes  you  into  deep  waters,  it  is 
that  you  may  find  the    Rock,  and  tell  of  its  safety  for  all.     May  you 

*  Henky  Moody,  her  oldest  brother,  died  at  his  Father's  house,  about  a  month 
previous  to  her  death.  She  was  not  able  to  attend  the  funeral.  In  a  letter  to 
her  parents  at  the  time,  she  expresses  a  very  acquiescent  mind,  and  says,  '  she 
is  happy  in  staying  at  home,  with  the  mourner's  friend  and  comforter.' 


my  brother  in  this  severe  trial,  have  the  presence  of  your  chosen  God 
and  Saviour  ;  out  of  this  furnace  may  you  come,  purified,  strengthened 
in  faith,  and  fitted  more  for  the  great  work  of  a  Christian  minister. 

What  shall  I  say  to  these  parents  of  the  deceased,  and  the  children 
that  survive  to  them  ?  I  am  not  a  stranger  to  your  bereavements,  and 
your  sorrows.  I  have  been  into  your  changed  house.  I  was  there  to 
see  when  your  eldest  son  was  smitten,  and  I  have  looked  here  on  what 
death  has  done,  in  another  child  of  your  love.  '  Once  hath  God 
spoken,  twice  have  I  heard  this,  that  power  belongeth  unto  the  Lord.' 
To  Him  it  belongs  to  do  His  Sovereign  will.  To  us  it  belongs  to  '  be 
still,  and  know  that  he  is  God.'  And  thankful  should  we  be,  that 
such  a  God  as  ours,  lives  to  do  His  will ;  a  God  whose  wisdom  never 
errs;  a  God  who  is  not  dealing  with  us  as  we  deserve;  who  never 
'  afflicts  willingly  or  to  grieve  the  children  of  men,'  who,  while  with 
one  hand,  He  strikes  the  blow,  is  ready  with  the  other  to  support  and 
save.  Yes,  you  need  not  mourn  unsupported.  The  God  who  afflicts, 
is  the  God  to  console.  Iu  the  midst  of  this  your  trial,  his  eye  is  upon 
you,  and  from  His  high  and  gracious  throne  I  hear  him  saying,  '  Look 
untD  me,  and  I  will  be  your  help  and  portion.' 

Need  I  remind  you  for  how  much  you  have  to  be  thankful  in  this 
affliction  ;  thankful  you  have  reason  to  be,  for  all  that  daughter  was  to 
you  ;  thankful  for  what  grace  did  for  her  ;  thankful  that  she  lived  so 
long  as  she  did  ;  and  that  if  she  must  die,  it  might  be  amid  the  tender 
sympathies,  warm  affections,  and  prayers,  of  so  many  that  loved  her 
here. 

Am  I  not  called  to  tell  you  how  greatly  you  are  responsible  for 
having  had  such  a  daughter ;  one  who  for  years  did  so  feel  and  pray 
for  your  spiritual  welfare ;  one  who  was  even  more  willing  to  die,  if  it 
might  be  for  good  to  you,  and  whose  latest  voice  was  especially  heard 
in  pleading  for  the  salvation  of  a  father's  soul.  That  daughter's  voice 
is  silent.  She  will  not  come  again  to  you  ;  but  you  may  go  to  her. 
Will  you  all  be  prepared  to  go ;  yes,  all,  father,  mother,  sister,  and 
brothers?  Will  you  be  sure  to  have  her  Saviour  your's,  and  so  be 
prepared  to  meet  her  in  that  world  where  Jesus  is,  and  is  seen,  face 
to  face. 

This  providential  event  has  a  wider  application  than  in  this  one 
family  connection.  It  is  addressed  to  this  whole  assembled  congre- 
gation. The  deceased  stood  here  as  the  wife  of  your  beloved  Pastor. 
But  a  short  time  ago,  she  came  here,  and  took  her  place  with  him  on 
this  Tower  of  Zion.  She  came  among  you,  I  think  you  will  testify, 
in  the  fullness  of  a  heart  alive  to  the  interests  of  her  husband's  spir- 
itual flock.     You  know  how  she  proved  her  willingness  to  live  for  you. 
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You  knew  her  in  the  family,  in  the  circle  of  prayer,  in  the  Sabbath 
School ;  and  you  are  witnesses  how  anxious  she  was  for  this  Zion's 
prosperity.  But  her  work  on  earth  is  done.  Her  prayers  are  ended. 
Her  race  was  indeed  short.  We  are  thankful  that  she  lived  to  do  so 
much  as  she  did.  We  are  thankful  that  '  though  dead,  she  yet  speaks ' 
by  so  much  that  is  instructive  in  her  life.  We  mourn  her  early  death, 
as  a  loss  to  you,  but  not  to  her  ;  for  to  her  it  is  gain.  She,  we  think, 
has  made  a  blessed  exchange,  from  sin  and  all  its  woes,  to  a  state  of 
perfect  holiness  and  bliss.  She  has  fought  all  her  battles,  and  got  the 
victory.  The  crown  is  on  her  head.  The  harp  is  in  her  hand,  and 
she  has  begun  the  new  and  everlasting  song. 

And  if  from  that  blissful  abode  above,  she  could  speak  to  us,  what 
word  would  it  be  ?  To  you,  her  afflicted  partner,  to  you,  the  bereaved 
friends,  to  that  family  of  this  congregation  where  she  resided  for  some 
months  ;  to  this  church  ;  to  the  female  circle  of  prayer ;  to  the  Sab- 
bath School ;  to  her  own  class  ;  to  this  whole  people  ;  one  solemn  word 
I  know  she  would  say  :  '  Live  for  God  and  Eternity  ! 


HYMN  SUNG  AT  THE  FUNERAL. 


In  vain  our  fancy  strives  to  paint 

The  moment  after  death, 
The  glories  that  surround  the  saint 

When  he  resigns  his  breath. 

One  gentle  sigh  his  fetters  breaks ; 

We  scarce  can  say,  '  He  's  gone,' 
Before  the  willing  spirit  takes 

Her  mansion  near  the  throne. 

Faith  strives,  but  all  its  efforts  fail 
To  trace  her  Heavenward  flight; 

No  eye  can  pierce  within  the  veil 
Which  hides  that  world  of  light. 

Thus  much  (and  this  is  all)  we  know, 

They  are  supremely  blest ; 
Have  done  with  sin,  and  care,  and  wo, 

And  with  their  Saviour  rest. 

On  harps  of  gold  his  name  they  praise, 

His  presence  always  view ; 
And  if  we  here  their  footsteps  trace, 

There  we  shall  praise  him  too. 


■■'  Sfi  ■  -!"'f  jQSlSS&oO 


A  neat  marble  slab  has  recently  been  erected  to  the  memory  of 
Mrs.  Tuck,  the  inscription  of  which  is  as  below  : 


IRENE    M.    TUCK, 

WDIFI   ©IF 

REV.   J.   ¥.   TUCK, 


AND  DAUGHTER  OF 


SPENCER    MOODY,   ESQ., 
DIED    AUGUST    28,    1844. 

AGED  23  YEARS. 


Green  be  the  turf  above  thee, 
Friend  of  my  early  days  ; 

None  knew  thee  but  to  love  thee, 
None  named  thee  but  to  praise. 


